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It happened long ago, 
even though it seems 
only yesterday.I was 
born in Yew, under 

the family anme of 
Macleod. I was anmed 
Connor after a far off 
relative, of whom 
supposedly died 

during a great orc 
war. I sometimes 

wish I could've met 
him, but I feel it not 
necessary. When I 

was born, my parents 
were killed by an 
orcish lord's horde. 
My cousin, Gremore 

the archer, of the once 
but now broken Dire 
Knights Guild, sought 
out their immediate 
destruction. He rode 
swift, and gracefully, 
upon his lifetime 
companion, Bacchi the 
horse. Oh, how he 
loved that horse! He 
took it even to 
dungeons, and it never 
died. 

Gremore went into the 
camp, hoping ot find 
the orcish lord who 
had slain my parents. 
Sur enough, he found 
them. He battled 
endlessly with the 
Lord, until Gremore 


came out victorious. 
Gremore wasnt 
satisfied, though. 

Like a fool, he went on 
to kill the rest of the 
orcs in the camp, as a 
warning to the other 
orcish clans. He killed 
all but a mage, whom 
seemed to have 
disappeared. Once 
traveling back to the 
Falconer's Inn, and 
meeting a mage named 
Wizard of Id whom he 
soon befriended, he 
came across the orc 
mage attacking 
innocents. The Wizard 
of Id was one of them. 
Gremore fought for 

all his life, even with 
the scars of previous 
battle heavy on his 
shoulders. He was 
informed by Id to run 
and get both Id's 
friend and , to 
Gremore's surprise 

his longtime friend 
Sinitrad to help. He 
was barraged with the 
fury of all magic 
could provide, and 
struck to his knees. 
Gremore screamed to 

Id a message for him 
and Sinitrad before 
dying, "Please take 
care of my young 
cousin, Connor, for he 
is without friends and 
guidance!" Gremore 
then turned to the orc, 
and murmured with 

his dying breathe, "I 
will have my blood 
seek revenge on you, 
and I shall return one 


day to destroy every 


orc in Britannia!!" With 
this, Gremore was 
gone. 


After that, I was 
alone. My only known 
relative was Titan 
Macleod, who lived in 
Trinsic across the 
main continent of 
Britannia from me. I 
sat in Yew sobbing for 
the death of Gremore 
for many nights, but 
eventually was 
reminded that it was 
to be my mission to 
seek revenge upon the 
orc who did this. As I 
wandered aimlessly 
in the forests out of 
town, I happened upon 
a small Inn, named the 
Falconer’s Inn. I had 
heard stories from 
Sinitrad, Gremore's 
friend ; a sort of uncle 
to me, about this place 
and the owner, 

Exedor of Arden. I 
decided to enter in 
hope of food and mead. 
Once inside, I met a 
strange fellow named 
Wizard of Id. I knew 
nought whom he was, 
but decided to chat 
with him. Once I 

found out he was the 
mystery person that 
had notified Yew of 
Gremore's death and 
the murderer, I knew 
this was going to be a 
good friend. I quickly 
became friends with 
him, and soon found 
out he was a relative 
of Sinitrad, whom I 


had not seen in ages. 
He took me to Sinitrad 
and their house, The 
Dire. There, I was 
given my first sword, 
my first armor, anda 
good meal. I was then 
taken to the Falconer's 
Inn once again, and 
there I met 
Exe(exedor of Arden 
and many others that 
were member's of 
exe's guild, the Black 
Dragon Clan. They 
helped me grow and 
prosper, alongside 
help with Gremore's 
fromer guild memeber 
Wyrm. I was taught 
many tricks of 
survival, and taught in 
the art of animal 
taming. I soon became 
a Journeyman in my 
combat proficiency, 
faster than Gremore 
ever had. Even though 
staisfied with life 
around my new 
friends, I still felt the 
burn of revenge on my 
soul. 

One stormy night, as 
i stood drinking ale 
around the Inn, I 
heard screams of 
death coming from 
outside. It made the 
hair on my back stand 
up, as I went to the 
door. I opened it to see 
what the noise came 
from, only to find 
Wyurm's body laying 
dead, with his blood 
still warm. He had the 
scent of magic on him, 
and the scars of 


orcish weapons. 

There had been an orc 
camp near exe's 
recently, which I 
alongside Rederick 
Vonsmith, a grand 
master in the arts of 
battle, had 
vanquished. as we 
mourned over the loss, 
we heard the noise 
that still sends me into 
fear. Twas’ the sound, 
of dark orcish magic. 
This had to be the one 
that had killed 
Gremore, I was sure 

of it. Me and Rederick 
headed off in search 
of the killer, and 
found nothing. Twas a 
stormy and dreary 
nigh', and we could 
almost not track our 
way through the 

harsh woods. Until in 
the distance, we saw a 
burning green light, 
one of never before 
seen by my eyes. It 
outlined the shape of 
which i remember 

and curse to this day. 
Once I had mine eyes 
upon the orc, I was 
filled with the fit of 
rage. I charged 
forward towards the 
beast, but he had 
noticed me out the 
corner of his eye. I 
was shot back and 
smashed against a tree 
by a powerful fire 
ball. Almsot 
unconcious, Rederick 
tried his luck. The 
battle between the two 
was fierce, as the orc 


mage thrashed about 
hurling energy bolts 
and fire balls towards 
Rederick. Red hacked 
with rage and skill at 
the orc, who merely 
ran behind a shrub, 
using the stormy 

night as his fog, 
healed himself then 
came back with fury. 
Red tried with all his 
might, but this orc 
was simply too tough. 
He sent Red to the 
ground with a 
lightning blast, and 
rendered Rederick 
almost unconcious. 

At this point I had 
gotten up, and as i 
stared at Rederick 
lying there, I knew i 
couldnt have another 
death upon my 
shoulders. I ran 
towards the orc and 
blindsighted him with 
my blade. It turned 
around, ready to 
vanquish me as Red's 
blade slashed the 
beast's gut. I stood up 
and lopped at its head, 
but he used magic to 
disappear before being 
hit. I will avenge you 
Gremore, and I will never 
forget ye...The End... 
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